tension. "It wasn't until I went to college that I decided that I was tired of feeling like I didn't fit in or that I didn't have friends. I made an effort to get to know other people, and people appreciated that, and soon, most of the reciprocated. Especially in the beginning, I had to constantly remind myself to keep asking questions, to be actively interested and engaged. And it paid off." She shrugged. "I can't claim that I'm a total social butterfly; I mean, look, I have a lot of acquaintances but not a lot of friends--I really only count Jane and Charlotte as really good friends, along with a handful of people from college--but I actually really like meeting new people. It's one of my favorite things to do, actually. People can be really interesting, if you only pay attention." She looked at Darcy and was surprised to see him staring intently at her, blue eyes thoughtful, as they usually were. It was like he'd never seen her before.
"Okay," he said, finally.
Elizabeth raised an eyebrow. "Okay?" She queried.
"I'll try," he said slowly, "to be more... friendly. Engaged. Open." She beamed at him. "Good!" She said encouragingly. "I believe in you."
He continued to stare at her, almost dumbfounded, and Elizabeth felt herself flush. Oddly, she didn't feel creeped out; his gaze was appreciative, to be sure, but he wasn't leering.
All of the sudden her own shyness overtook her and she fell silent, dropping her own gaze to her drink.
It seemed that her silence unnerved Darcy, because he cleared his throat awkwardly and gestured at her empty glass. "Would you like another one?" he asked, and for some reason it came out lower and in a scratchier voice than he intended.
Was it Elizabeth, or was it suddenly really, really warm in here? "Um," she blinked. "Sure! Why not?" She gave him a smile. "I started a tab, so--" He shook his head and stood up. "Don't worry about it," he said abruptly. "Honestly, I shouldn't have let you start one at all." "Excuse me?" She frowned up at him at the words 'let you.' He should know enough about her by now to understand her hardcore feminism. Rookie move, Darce.
Fortunately for him, Darcy fidgeted, clearly feeling his error. "That was... a wrong choice of words," he said, "what I meant was that I should've bought you your first drink, too."
Elizabeth raised an eyebrow. "I can pay for my own drinks," she said coolly. Arrogant Wall Street jerk, she thought.
"No, I..." he rubbed his neck in embarrassment. "I know that. Look, I know you'll probably write me off as a condescending misogynistic asshole, but I'm just trying to be nice. My parents raised me with some pretty traditional ideals, and one of them was to not let a girl--woman, woman--buy her own drinks. That's all. I swear."
Well, that certainly didn't make everything magically better, but Elizabeth supposed she appreciated that he made the effort for her to understand where he was coming from; she knew he wasn't a Nice Guy™. And shit, wasn't she complaining earlier how expensive these drinks were? Darcy could afford it.
Let go of your pride for one damned second, Bennet, her inner broke girl pleaded. "Okay," she said finally, smiling up at him. "Thanks, Darcy." He nodded and left, thankfully not sprouting the line, "Gee, was that so difficult?" Because if he had, she knew she would've punched him then and there.
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Darcy was gone much longer than Elizabeth expected, and, for half a moment, she thought he saw his chance and high-tailed it out of there. But after his impassioned "let me pay for your drink because I have the sensibilities of a nineteenth century gentleman" speech, she immediately dismissed that notion. She assured herself that this was a packed club, and he was probably in a long line at the bar. She was surprised-he wasn't a busty blonde, to be sure, but he had the sort of commanding presence that she doubted most bartenders would overlook.
And of course, in his absence, some slime ball slid into his seat. Elizabeth wished fervently she had more than her empty, ice-filled glass to keep her occupied. Not to mention she was far too sober to be dealing with guys like this. Still, it kept her hands busy.
To be fair, the slime ball was handsome-slim, fair-haired, great green eyes. He gave her a charming smile. "This seat taken?" Elizabeth raised an eyebrow. "Would you believe me if I told you it was?" She asked, coolly.
"Well, I've been over at the bar for a while," he said, "and I haven't seen anyone, so to be honest, no, I wouldn't have."
Elizabeth gave him a tight smile. She didn't care for his presumptions. "Watching me, have you?"
The man made a face. "I wouldn't say that," he argued. "I noticed you, and, while I went about my business, may have glanced over here a few times while I was gathering my courage to come over here." Despite herself, Elizabeth was a little charmed at this omission. "You sure know how to flatter a girl," she drawled.
He shrugged. "Well, you know, there have been a lot of misses." He laughed. "Practice makes perfect, right?"
Thinking of her conversation with Darcy, Elizabeth smiled. "You're absolutely right," she said.
The man held out a hand. "George Wickham." She took it. "Elizabeth."
He gave her a look as he released her hand, sitting back in the chair. "No last name, huh?" "Let's see if you're smooth enough to get it out of me by the end of the night," Elizabeth smirked.
His green eyes became heated, promising to get much more out of her than her last name.
Elizabeth was flattered, but not particularly touched. There was no tingle down her spine, no spark of awareness. If anything, she was amused. But he seemed harmless, and she could take care of herself. "Tell me about yourself, George." He spun his glass. "What's there to tell? I'm from North Carolina, originally. Moved here for a job in finance. That didn't really work out and now I'm managing a restaurant in SoHo until I figure  out a Hmm. She didn't know how she felt about that.
"Darcy, this is George. He didn't believe me when I said that seat was taken. George, this is Darcy. My…" Well, shit. What the hell was Darcy? Half the time she was convinced he didn't even like her, but calling them acquaintances seemed not… enough, somehow.
"Friend," Darcy finished for her, and he looked over at her meaningfully.
If there was anything Elizabeth had learned about Darcy over the past several weeks, it was that the man never said anything he didn't mean, so if he said they were friends… well, she supposed she'd just have to take his word for it. And she liked the sound of it, anyway. "Exactly," she beamed at him.
George looked between the two of them. "Hmph," is all he said. Turning to Darcy, he said, "You look familiar. Have we met before?" Darcy stiffened, and Elizabeth was curious; it was an innocuous enough question. "I don't think so," he said, clearly striving to sound casual and not use that frosty tone that Elizabeth had heard so frequently over the past few weeks. Oddly, it was the first time she'd heard it tonight.
"Well," George said, standing, after a moment of awkward silence, "I know when I'm not wanted. See you around, Elizabeth, Darcy," he said, nodding at them both before sauntering off to the bar.
Darcy sat, handing Elizabeth her drink, which she accepted with a quiet, "Thank you."
Darcy nodded, then turned to the bar, a raised eyebrow. "Well that was… interesting." "He gives me the creeps," Elizabeth said bluntly. "But he does really well at hiding it behind smarmy charm." Darcy cocked his head. "You seemed comfortable enough," he said. "I thought you would've liked him. He seems… outgoing." Elizabeth shrugged, feeling uncomfortable for some reason. "I guess," she said, "but he's just… disingenuous. It helps when you're first meeting people if they're outgoing, but if they're not sincere, it's nothing worth pursuing." She paused. "Speaking of outgoing, you seemed unsettled when he asked if he knew you previously. What's the story there?" Darcy eyed her in that intense, searching way, before he relaxed, marginally. "It's nothing to do with him," he said, with a trace of that pompous dismissal, "I just…" he looked at her again, curiously. "You don't know?" "Does anyone ever call you Fitz?" "That would be my aforementioned cousin," he said, "Richard Fitzwilliam. People call him 'Fitz.'" He appraised her. "You two would get along well together, I think. He's outgoing, but… sincere." Actually, he didn't know how well he liked that idea, and that made him squirm. Darcy, despite being rather uptight and formal, wasn't a jealous man. And yet there was something about this woman that turned him into a bumbling, possessive mess. The thought of Elizabeth and Fitz, probably laughing and conversing much more easily than Darcy ever had with her… it stung.
"You'll have to introduce me sometime," Elizabeth said off-handedly. "Ok, well, so your family is super rich and prestigious and you're slumming it on a Friday night in this cheesy club with lil' ol' me. I feel so honored, Darcy." "On the contrary," Darcy said, "it's I who's honored that you're here with me. I know I'm not your favorite person, yet you've stayed here far longer than I thought you would."
Elizabeth was caught off guard and rather charmed by his comment. "I wanted to get to know you better," she said, deciding to tell him the truth. She liked the rapport they'd been building, this simple, straightforward honesty. "That's why I stayed."
Her honesty was rewarded with the widest, beatific smile she'd ever seen from him, and she discovered that he had not one, but two dimples, one in each cheek. She blinked, a bit star struck.
Elizabeth cleared her throat. "And you?" she asked hoarsely. "Why did you stay?" "I was already planning on staying for as long as you were," he told her, all casual chivalry, and something felt charged in the atmosphere, more intimate, despite the pounding bass and the flashing lights, the noise and the crowds. "But even if I hadn't, I would've stayed to-to practice. Being more friendly."
Feeling restless, unsure of the mood they were creating, Elizabeth laughed loudly, delightedly. "Now I'm really honored," she said, "that you would take my advice so seriously!" "It's what took me so long to get the drinks," he admitted sheepishly, running a hand through his dark curls. "I was waiting by the bar and decided to make conversation with the woman next to me…" Elizabeth groaned, taking another swig of her drink. "And she thought you were hitting on her, and it took you forever to extract yourself, am I right?" He grinned. "Yeah," he said. "You are."
Elizabeth mentally rubbed her hands together in glee, cackling all the while. Arrogant, know-it-all Darcy admitting she was right! For the second time that night! Would wonders never cease? "Well," she said, about to tease him some more, "I-" Darcy hadn't yet recovered from the trauma of seeing Caroline, so Elizabeth took it upon herself to respond first. You owe me, Darce-Face. "Caroline," she cooed in that false, high-pitched voice she tended to use whenever she had to interact with the woman. "What a surprise!" For all her flaws, the woman knew how to dress, wearing a tight, tasteful black dress with shoes that had heels that looked to kill. Her make up was overdone, to be sure, but, you know, as goddess divine Amy Poehler once said, "Good for her, not for me."
"…And Eliza," Caroline said, her tone clearly indicating her distaste. "What an unusual pair you two make. I thought I saw you here earlier, Eliza, but with a different man."
Elizabeth's inner feminist bristled; fuck her, she could be with as many guys as she wanted! But she took great satisfaction in saying, "Yes, someone who thought I was here by myself." She flashed a grin at Darcy, not noticing, perhaps, the possessive quality it had. "But he was mistaken. I was just waiting for Darcy to get us drinks." "Hmph," Caroline sniffed, turning her back on Elizabeth completely and concentrated solely on whom she really came over here for: Darcy. "Tsk, tsk, William! I expected such forgetfulness from my brother, but I was so surprised that you didn't think to text me to come meet you here. You know how much I love cute little venues like this."
"How did you know I was here, Caroline?" He asked coolly, ignoring her pouting all together.
"Well," Caroline said, moving a platinum blonde strand of hair out of her face with a manicured hand, "I was trying to get ahold of Charles to talk to him about our parents anniversary gathering next weekend-you are coming, aren't you? -And he texted me saying you were here and he couldn't chat, so I thought we'd drop by," she said, her head indicating at the bar where her entourage-ahem, her friends Lou and Hurley were, who were yawn-inducing turkeys as far as Elizabeth was concerned.
Darcy gulped. Elizabeth finally understood why he didn't like clubs: bad associations. It all made sense now. Besides being as fake as Kraft Mac 'n' Cheese, Caroline Bingley was infatuated with -nay, obsessed with-one (Fitz)william Darcy.
And judging by the constipated look on Darcy's face, he figured out her motives, too. Of course, besides being painfully fucking obvious, Elizabeth doubted this was the first time the guy had been subjected to Caroline's antics. And bless Charlie Bingley's soul, as nice as he was he was also dense as a brick, and Darcy wasn't the type to bring it up.
Darcy's eyes caught Elizabeth's, and then he managed to pull himself together, (mostly) wiping off the deadened look on his face. He cleared his throat. "And how are you, Caroline?" He asked politely.
Bless, he was really taking her words to heart, wasn't he? Elizabeth rather admired him, and was incredibly flattered, but she definitely would've understood if he had kept up his aloof demeanor with Caroline. Give her an inch and the woman would run a 5k with it when it came to Darcy.
Caroline chattered on brightly, standing awkwardly next to Darcy, touching his arm, batting her eyelashes. There were no available chairs, otherwise Elizabeth would've suggested Caroline drag one over (not that she would've; she would've expected Elizabeth to get up and do it, promptly stealing her seat. She wasn't going to subject Darcy-or herself, for that matter-to the permanent presence of Caroline Bingley.)
After about fifteen more minutes of Caroline monopolizing Darcy and completely ignoring Elizabeth, the latter had had enough. It was amusing for the first ninety seconds, but seeing the misery on Darcy's face quickly got old. Perhaps a week ago, hell, even earlier tonight she would've had a shit-eating smirk on her face in the face of Darcy's extreme discomfort. She would've thought he, an arrogant, entitled Wall Street asshole, (intriguing qualities aside,) had it coming to him, but even though he was still a bit of an arrogant, entitled Wall Street asshole, Elizabeth had to admit she liked him a hell of a lot more than she did earlier. Shit, he considered her a friend now, and hell, she considered him one, too.
That settled it. She needed to save Darcy. But how? Suddenly, the indecipherable bass and techno that had been blaring all night gave way to a familiar beat that Elizabeth inadvertently found herself bopping along to. Was Collins' DJ actually playing a song people would know? Granted, it was probably done ironically, which was too bad; Usher at any club was pretty much a prerequisite as far as Elizabeth was concerned.
A sudden smirk coming to her lips, Elizabeth turned her eyes to Darcy. Oh, she would save him all right, and hell, if she could mess with him at the same time, it was just killing two birds with one stone, really.
She stood up suddenly, and Darcy couldn't stop himself from looking outright horrified. Don't leave me, every line in his body screamed out at her.
Skirting around Caroline, Elizabeth put her hands on Darcy's shoulders. Ooh, tense. This guy really needed to get a massage (or five.) "Will," she said in a slight whine, and his head jerked at the unexpected nickname. "You've promised me a dance tonight, and I pick this one! It's one of my favorites." She put her hands onto the sides of his triceps (Ooh, someone works out, she thought, before banishing that thought away rapidly--) and made a jerking motion upwards. Darcy, seeing what she was about, rose quickly, and it was all Elizabeth could do not to be barreled over by him.
He nodded at Caroline briefly, "Excuse us," and was already gone, to the blonde's shock. Her mouth was open and everything, Elizabeth though smugly.
"Great seeing you, Caroline!" she called over her shoulder with a little wave of her fingers.
It was later in the evening and the crowd was tighter, and Darcy looked over his broad shoulder to see her struggling behind him. His hand fumbled for hers and held on tight, and at the contact Elizabeth felt a jolt up her arm and unthinkingly her fingers tightened around his. In response he laced his fingers with hers.
Oh, Bennet, she thought, what the hell are you getting yourself into?
Too late to back down now, was the immediate answer, and when Darcy stumbled onto the dance floor and then froze, she took the lead, her courage rising, and led him to a spot, not quite on the outskirts, but nowhere near the throng of people in the middle.
Taking initiative, she took his arms-and oh, shit, he had nice forearms, too-and wrapped them around her waist, and wrapped hers around his neck. He was stiff, and it was like she was dancing with her cardboard cutout of Justin Timberlake from seventh grade.
"Come on, Darcy," she reached up on her tip-toes and murmured in his ear, "at least pretend like you aren't physically repulsed by me."
Settling back down on her heels, she saw his Adam's apple bob. Darcy then bent down, breath in her ear and curling down her neck, and said, "I assure you, Elizabeth, that that won't be a problem." And then they started to move.
The beat wasn't slow-dance slow, but there was something leisurely, unhurried about it, a subtle sensuality that reminded Elizabeth of morning sex and slow spreading, hard-won grins earned from men with two dimples and bright blue eyes. She swayed slowly, holding her hips carefully away from his, so he could feel the hem of her dress against his slacks, but not much else.
Her confidence only getting her so far, Elizabeth ducked her head from those blue eyes, feeling shy, and saw, to her shock, his hands, carefully clasped together in the small of her back where she placed them, sliding so they each held a hip in their wide palms. He began to guide her movements, pushing each hip into the other hand and vice versa, fingers spanning her sides, and when his fingers curled in, ever so slightly, it was to pull her closer into his orbit.
Her breath caught in her throat, Elizabeth looked up at him and saw his eyes, half-hooded, stare into hers. She felt her hands unclasp themselves from behind his neck and span its sides, her thumbs caressing his pulse points, feeling his heart race.
In retaliation he spun her smoothly, so that her back was pressed against his front, but they both resumed their former positions, her hands curled around his neck, his cradling her hips, as he initiated a slow grind, and it was all Elizabeth could do to keep her knees from buckling, from curling into him, from sliding her hand down his neck, down that delectable tricep and to his thigh and squee-hey, she thought. Why the hell not? So that's what she did, and he hissed, and Elizabeth couldn't help it, she felt a surge of feminine pride at the thought that she of all people was making the cool, impenetrable Fitzwilliam Darcy lose control.
She craned her neck, pressing her lips to his ear. "You should dance more often, Darcy," she said, "you're pretty good at it."
He turned his head towards her and she felt his exhale on her lips. The danger and anticipation made her tighten her hands on him. "Perhaps," he said, "but I'm pretty choosy about my partner." "Snob," she said good-naturedly. "I might not make any attempts to understand people," he said reproachfully after a moment, but with a mischievous glint in his eyes, "but you willfully misunderstand them-particularly me." "Perhaps," she said, not feeling stung or defensive, surprisingly, "but I'm learning."
Darcy licked his lips and she had to fight back a groan. "And what are your findings so far?" "I don't know yet," she admitted, hyper aware of his left hand bunching up the side of her dress, "but I'll let you know when I conclude my study." "Good," he murmured as the song finished and transitioned into another. "I look forward to it."
Elizabeth was content to dance with him, be close to him, for the rest of the night, but they both stiffened when they heard someone calling his name.
"Darcy! -Darce!"
Darcy dropped his head to Elizabeth's shoulder and groaned. "Fucking Charlie," he muttered-or at least she thought he did. She was too distracted by the feeling of his lips on her shoulder.
Absently she ran her hand through his curls once, twice, and felt his deep exhale and the relaxing of his shoulders.
All too soon, Darcy straightened and Elizabeth stepped out of his hold. She didn't see his hands curl into fists and then flex. He counted on that famous Darcy control to ensure he didn't do something even more stupid than grind up on his best friend's girlfriend's sister, such as grab her and do it some more.
Trailing off to the edges of the dance floor, Darcy and Elizabeth waited for Charlie and Jane, red and breathless from dancing, to make their way towards them.
"Earlier," he said, his eyes pointedly focused on the crowd and not on Elizabeth, "you called me Will." There was something, a question, a sense of wonder in his statement that caused Elizabeth to study his profile closely. "I'm sorry," she said slowly, "I just did it to create a-a false sense of intimacy to Caroline. It was petty, and I apologize."
He shook his head. "Don't be," he said, "I liked it." He looked at her now and gave her a small, crooked smile. "Everyone calls me William or Darcy. My… my mother used to call me Will. I haven't heard it in a long time."
Elizabeth opened her mouth to reply, but Charlie and Jane were upon them.
"Hello, you two!" Charles greeted them, red-faced and happy. His hand clutched Jane's. "Elizabeth, you must be a miracle worker to get Darcy on the dance floor!" Jane caught Elizabeth's eye with a slightly raised eyebrow. Elizabeth gave her a cheeky shrug in return. "Elizabeth Bennet, miracle worker," Elizabeth announced. "Two more of those and they'll make me a saint!" Darcy rolled his eyes. "The Catholic Church has certainly lowered their standards, haven't they?" "Good job, Darcy," Elizabeth cooed. "That was almost a joke!" He side-eyed her.
Charlie and Jane looked on, wide-eyed, at this new rapport. Like a dog sometimes did, Charlie tilted his head. The words they were saying to each other were, on the surface, just as hostile as they'd ever been, but somehow the tone was different… but how? Jane patted his arm absent-mindedly as though to say, There, there, Dear. "Anyway," Jane said brightly, "we thought we'd tell you that it's possible that Caroline might be here! She told Charlie that she might drop by." "Oh, we saw her all right," Elizabeth smirked. "Why do you think we were dancing in the first place?" Darcy scoffed. "Oh, please," he said, "You've been trying to get me on the dance floor all night to see these moves."
Elizabeth laughed in delight. "An actual joke!" She said. "Well done." Then, before Darcy could bask in her approval for too long, "Although, puh-lease. Don't pretend you weren't grateful. Would you rather I'd have left you to Caroline's clutches instead?"
This was venturing far too closely into "throwing shade" territory for the non-confrontational Charlie and Jane, the former who said cheerfully, "Erm, well, we're both rather thirsty, so we're going to get a drink! See you all later!" And they high-tailed it out of there before you could say, "It's the remix to ignition." (Which was, incidentally, being remixed along with some yodeling. Don't ask.) Despite this cowardly move, it didn't stop Elizabeth from sighing dreamily after them. "They're so cute," she said. "Jane is so gone on him." Darcy turned to her, puzzled. "Really?" He asked. "If you ask me, it's Charlie who's gone on Jane." Elizabeth rolled her eyes. "Well, yeah, but they're both gone on each other."
Darcy shrugged. "Huh. Couldn't tell about Jane."
Elizabeth turned to him, her jaw dropping. "Are you serious? Jane is totally head over heels for him! It's obvious." "It's obvious that Charlie is head over heels for her; it's not obvious that Jane likes Charlie as much as he likes her."
"How can you say that?" Elizabeth was getting beyond annoyed now. "The way that Jane looks at him-I've never seen her look at a guy like that before."
Darcy's lips were in a flat line. "But that doesn't make it obvious. Jane is a lovely, friendly person with everyone. I don't think she treats Charles any differently than she treats anyone else. Look, if Charlie asked me today if I thought she cared for him as much as he cared for her, I'd tell him no." Elizabeth froze. She looked at him closely. "But you were going to, weren't you?" She said. "Whether he asked for your opinion or not. You were going to tell him what you thought." Darcy put his hand over his mouth, rubbing his stubble, jaw clenched. "Yeah," he said finally, pulling his hand away. "I've been planning on it. I'm just trying to be a good friend-save him from heartbreak he's experienced so many times before. Save him from girls who take advantage of his good nature, of his success and good name. Surely you can understand that-you would do the same for Jane." She was seething with rage. "I can't believe you," she said, disregarding his last statement, "that you felt you had to stick your fucking Patrician nose into Charlie and Jane's business!" "Hey-" Darcy protested darkly. "I'm not finished," she hissed at him. "Jane isn't overly demonstrative or-or forward or overly flirty. But that doesn't mean she doesn't feel deeply." She looked at him in disgust. "You of all people should understand that." "Me of all people?" He loomed over her.
In defiance Elizabeth stuck her chin up. "Yes, you," she said. "You project this image of being an unfeeling robot to the world, but you-I have you pegged, Darcy. You're as sensitive as Jane, perhaps even more so. Hell, I'm sure that if you've ever been in love with someone that the woman has no fucking clue because you bottle it up inside! Because heaven forbid if someone actually can see that you actually like them!" She poked him in the chest. "So don't fucking condemn Jane for holding her feelings close to her chest. Charlie's not the only person who's been hurt in love before in this relationship, you know. And furthermore-how dare you insinuate that Jane's only with Charlie because of his money. You must live a sad life, Darcy, if you've become so cynical."
Despite not having spoken, Darcy was breathing heavily, his eyes cold and mean as he glared upon her. "Are you finished?" He asked frostily. "I am," Elizabeth snapped, turning around and leaving before he could say another word.
Asshole.
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"God, she's trashy," came a disdainful voice from Darcy's left. "Making a scene like that-with you, of all people!--in a club like a common wh-" "That's enough, Caroline," Darcy said sharply, internally groaning. The night was going from bad to worse.
Caroline sniffed from beside him. "At the very least, she's finally left you alone," she sneered. "I'm sure you're thrilled about that. If I recall correctly, you think she's an immature bitch."
Darcy clenched his jaw, unsure who he should be most angry with-Caroline, Elizabeth, or himself. He had said such things about Elizabeth to Caroline in the early days-those first couple of weeks where Charles dragged him along on his dates with Jane Bennet. When he'd first met Elizabeth he wrote her off as vivacious, immature, with a big mouth and eyes that liked to mock him. But as he'd gotten to know her, Darcy slowly began to change his mind. She was vivacious and sassy, but not unkind. She was intelligent and warm, asking him and Charles questions about themselves that didn't pertain merely to their jobs or status, but themselves-what they liked to do for fun and what they liked to eat and their favorite spots in the city. She became someone who he went from not wanting to talk to at all to someone he wanted to talk to but didn't know how.
And earlier tonight… he finally got his head out of his ass-or rather, Elizabeth helped him to do so. It seemed like they'd reached an understanding, that they weren't just unwilling victims, too nice to let down the people they loved, but friends. Allies. And on the dance floor, as terrifying as that was, it made him think that perhaps, even, they could be more than that.
But then he had to open his mouth and fuck it all up.
Darcy scowled, ignoring Caroline as she went on another diatribe. But hell, he didn't see how he was in the wrong about this! Charles was his friend and he didn't want to see him get him get hurt again, and Elizabeth, considering how protective she was of Jane, should understand that. There were so many times that Darcy heard or read something he shouldn't that confirmed his suspicions that girls were only using Charles for the connection or the money, taking advantage of his good nature-and lord knew, when he was younger, that Darcy had been in that position as well.
Darcy was tired of half-carrying a drunk Charles to his apartment, the latter groaning sadly about how he'd never find a woman who just liked him for him. And Jane Bennet, though not overly giggly or flirty or seductive like the other women, was still a wild card. She was perfectly pleasant, but not overly demonstrative. And perhaps her eyes did light up a bit whenever she saw Charles walk into a room, and perhaps she, like Elizabeth, asked questions about him versus his job or his money or his (rich) family, but her body language didn't indicate she was that into Charles. Jane Bennet was nice, but quiet, reserved, kind of likeShit. She was right (dammit.) "-And from what Charles tells me, they're not even native New Yorkers. They're from some little bumfuck town in Jersey called Longbourn, for god's sake, lord have you ever heard of something so-" "Excuse me, Caroline," Darcy said, "I have to, um, find the restroom." Upstairs and on the far side of the bar, Elizabeth proceeded to order a beer. As tempted as she was to order a shot of tequila, she was five years out of college and needed to retain at least some of her chill if she was ever going to survive tonight.
